SOME LETTERS OF
Bulfinch expectations?  I feel very mean to ask for it, but being in a hole is being in a hole, and the situation transcends philosophy. I shall want it for a couple of months at the longest. In haste,
W. V. M.
Sept. 27, 1894.
If you are short yourself, you wont hesitate to confess, of course.
* To Robert Morss Lovett
43 GRAY'S, CAMBRIDGE. [October, '94.] DEAR ROB:
Your note, with enclosed check, reached me yesterday. The aptness of old Bulfinch's remittance (was Bulfinch the Book or the Man? My concepts concerning him have acquired a mythic vagueness) — the aptness of the remittance, I say, is such as to give a factitious and theatrical tinge to the transaction. I hope you have not tampered with the Facts of History, for it is comforting to think that the ravens still come so opportunely to feed the hungering prophet. I had
22S, CAMBRIDGE. DEAR ROB:
